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In this mean raiment, on this naked stone,
Their queen to judge them, and with heart to weigji
Their fault against my mercy ; which yet once,
Though hardly their submission may deserve,
Say, haply they may find.

Re-enter BOTHWELL.

BothwetL                      Good day, my lord.

You look far off upon me; by your brow
And strange-eyed salutation I may read
The burden of your this day's embassy.
Is it but I whom all these ranked in arms
Are come against to battle ?

Du Croc.                           Ay, my lord ;

No hand is raised there dangerous to the queen
Nor thought of heart not loyaL

BothwelL                                Why to me?

What hurt have I done to them ? none of these
But would be gladly in my place, who had
The heart to seek it; 'tis the braver man
That ever fortune follows : what I hold
I have won not basely, but from forth her hand
Have ta'en it manlike, and with spirit as good
Have girt me to maintain it.    For my part,
I seek no bloodshed, but in single field
Will meet with whom their lot shall fall upon
That shall be found fair champion on their part
To bear the general quarrel; and to this
My state and present name shall be no bar,
But the queen's consort as her man shall fight